T he mofi Lamentable T ragedie 

And here is come to doe fome villanous fhame 
To the dead bodies : I will apprehend him. 

Stop thy vnhallowcd toyle, vile Mountague : 

Can vengeance be purfu’d further then death ? 
Condemned Villaine, I doe apprehend thee. 

Obey and goc with me, for thou rauft dye. 

Re. I muft indeed, and therefore came I hither. 
Good gentle youth, tempt not a defperate man, 

Flye hence and leaue me, thinkc vpon thefe gone. 

Let them affright thee. 1 befcech thee Youth, 

Put not another finne vpon my head. 

By vrging me to furie, O be gone, 

By Heauen I loue thee better then my felfe. 

For I come hither arm’d again ff my felfe s 
Stay not, be gone, Hue, and hereafter fay, 

A mad mans mercie bid thee runne away. 

Par. I doe defic thy commiferation, 

And apprehend thee for a Fellon here. 

Ro. Wilt thou prouoke me? then haue at thee Boy. 
Page O, Lord, they fight, I will goe call the watch. 
Tar. Olamflaine, if thoubemercifull, 

Open the Tombe, lay me with Juliet . 

Re. In faith I will, let me perufc this face,.’ 
ejticrcutio's Kinfman, Noble Countie' Tarts, 

What faid my man, when my betoffed foulc 
Did not attend him as we rede? I thinke 
He told me Taw fhould haue marryed Juliet, 

Said he not fo ? or did I dreamc it fo ? 

Or am I mad, hearing him talke of Juliet , 

To thinke it was fo ? O giue me thy hand. 

One, writ with me in fowre misfortunes Booke. 
lie burie thee in a triumphant graue. 

AGrauc; Ono, A Lanthornejilaugbtred Youth: 

For here lyes Juliet , and her bcautie makes 
This Vault a feaftingprefence full of light. 

Death lye thou there by a dead man interd. 

How oft when men arc at the point of death, 


i an. 


'd Juliet. 


. .hrv beene tnerrie? which their Keepers call 
before death ? Oh how may I 
r tUhis a Lightning? O my Loue my Wife, 
n ith that hath fuckt the Honey of thy breath, 

5 -uhad no power yet vpon thy beautie : 

So U art not conquer’d, beauties enfigne yet 
l erimfonin thy lips, and in thy cheekes. 

Deaths pale flag is not aduanced there, 
eft thou there in thy bloudy Iheet ? 

O what more fauour can I doe to thee. 

Then with that hand that cut thy youth m twame. 

To l'undet his that was thine enemie ? 

ForeiuemeCouzen. Ah dear 'Meet. 

Whv art thou yet fofaire? IwtUbelceue, 

eh Jl 1 beleeue, that vnfubftantiall death is amorous? 

Si*- 1>' >«”* abi ' or " <i Monfl " k r p " 

h« in darfe to be hiaParamont ? 

For f«K of that. 1 Bill will Bay w.th th«. 

And neuet from this palace of dtmmc night 
Dcuart acaine: here, here will I remayne, 

Whh wlrmc. that ate thy Chamberraaydcs : O here 
Will I let vp my euerlafting reft : 

A datelcffc bargaine to ingroffing death 
Come bitter conduft, come vnfauoune guide, 

Thou defperate Pilot, now at once run on . 

The dalhingRockes, thy Sea-ficke weary Batke . 
Here’s to my Loue. O true Apothecary , 

Thy Drugs are quicke.Thus with akiffc I dye. 

Enter Frier with Lent borne, Crew andSpude. 

Fri. Saint Franchbc my fpeed, how oft to night 
Hane my old feet Humbled at gtaues? Who s there . 
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